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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday—Read in my morning paper some remarks about 
London Street traffic. As I often have to cross the road and some- 


times drive, the remarks went home to me. 


‘ALL ROADS LEAD TO ’’—DISTRACTION ! 
The problem of street locomotion 
Recurs without bringing much hope with it, 
Authorities haven’t a notion 
(As far as one sees) how to cope with it, 
In crossing a road you exhibit— 
Perforce—an unwonted agility— 
Will nobody hurry to gibbet 
This ‘‘ treacherous trafficability ’’ ? 
In driving your trap, when they jam it, 
Unless you’ve an accurate knack of it; 
You must into your forerunner ram it, 
Or someone will smash in the back of it. 
And drivers are pretty well goaded 
To chronic and crass imbecility— 
Why must we be so incommoded, 
With “‘ treacherous trafficability ” ? 
Took Her Most Gracious down to Bristol to-day, and had a regular 
jolly time of it—knighting fellers in the streets and what not. 
Bristol did it up to rights, I cam tell you, and have my full per- 
mission to pat themselves on the back and shake hands with them- 
selves. Got Lord Rosebery off to Dalmeny, and made my way to 
the Tower afterwards and helped Miss Gough to marry Mr. Style in 
brilliant style (this uncalled-for quip must come upon Mr. 8. with 
all the glad surprise of startling novelty!) ‘‘ May they be happy.”’ 
_ Thursday.—Passed the day among the music and dancing 
licences. Nothing exciting, however, so passed on to Paris, and 
found lively times in the Chamber, where the Government finally 
won @ well-deserved victory. 

Friday.—Brought the Duke and Duchess of York home to 5t. 
James's Palace, then went for a run among the cycles at th. 
Stanley Club Show. Soon had enough of it (temptations too awful), 
and ran round to the music and dancing licences again. _ No sport 
(where’s that Vigilance Committee?), but I thought this thought :— 


CONTRADICTORY. 
Oh, some of us like to sing, 
And some of us like to dance, 
And some of us like to have our fling 
Whenever we get the chance. 
We like it in moderate style, 
Of decency having a high sense, 
But London’s C.C. refuses to smile 
Unless we take plenty of licence! 


e Editor will not be answerable for any contrioul 
unless ACCOMpanNeda OY 
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Went later on and had a good look at the show of homers at the 
Westminster Aquarium. 


Saturday.—Got tired of dodging all over the place and trying to 
see football in the fog, so toddled over to Paris, helped them to 
unveil the statue of the Republic—good work of art and impressive 
ceremony, was pleased, but told them their dealing with Dérouléde 
was too ridiculous, so they gave him three months, and I came home 
again in time to take Lady White down and present her to Her 
Most Gracious. Spent the rest of the time at the American ladies’ 
a at Claridge’s in aid of the Maine Fund for the sufferers in 
the war. 


Monday.—Brought the Kaiser safely round to Portsmouth and 
took him on to Windsor, saw the family wanted to have a chat 
among themselves, so came away at once, and had a very pleasant 
afternoon with the English Old Masters at the Agnew Galleries. 


Tuesday.—Took the Kaiser out shooting and down to Tilbury. 
Went along afterwards and opened the first meeting of the Central 
Temperance Legislative Association. Went down to Leicester and 
saw the Board of Guardians nicely served with writs ; told them not 
to make fools of themselves, too, They seemed impressed, and I 
heard subsequently that they had “climbed down” from an un. 
tenable position. 

WE BREATHE AGAIN ! 


The Leicester Board of Guardians 
Decided for a fight ; 

The Leicester Board of Guardians 
Were very far from right. 

Oh! Leicester Board of Guardians, 
How pleasant tis to find 

The Leicester Board of Guardians 
A-changing of its mind! 


Banqueted with the Kaiser and the rest of them at Windsor, in 
St. George’s Hall. 


Tue Sporreu. 
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Ignorance. 
(Tue Sicx or THe Borr’s Heap.) 
THE typical Boer insists that he 
Will drive us right into the sea, 

To this idea he’s wedded ; 
At which we need not show surprise, 
For sanity asserts likewise 

The Bo'r must be pig-headed | 


A Trerripie Case of Salt and Battery.—The Naval Brigad: 
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(WITH APOLOGIES TO MR. RUDYARD KIPLING.) 


(An appeal is being made to provide the Naval Brigade—about 
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A HARD NUT TO CRACK. 


Wife.—‘* Why are the Boers shelling Mafeking ?”’ 
Husband,‘ To get at the kernel (colonel), of course, dear !”’ 


The Unsophisticated Cuss. 


Kruger Worried. 


(‘Private telegrams state that 
President Kruger has lost his composure 
of mind, and is becoming worried by the 
check administered to his plans at Lady- 
smith.”—Vide Press. ] 


WHEN bumptious Kruger went to war, 
Oh! little did the old man reck 

He'd find it a confounded bore— 
He likes a cheque, but not a check! 





Our Sweet Queen. 
[The Queen is going to present each 
soldier serving in South Africa with half- 
a-pound of chocolate. | 


Our sweet Queen now is sweeter still, 
For Tommy Atkins she will fill 

With chocolate, and you will see 

That it will suit him to a T(ea) ! 

It issuch kindly acts as this 

That make us love our Queen, I wis ; 
She e’er thinks of her subjects loyal, 
Her conduct ise’er right royal! 


A pro-Boer Orator 
“ Ducked.” 


(At Newport the people threw a pro- 
3oer orator into the River Usk. He was 
rescued by the police. |} 
A ‘*paMPER”’ this, without a doubt, 
To him with ideas ‘ tusky,” 
I daresay he caught a cold, 
And that it made him h-Usk-y! 


The Difference. 
A WOMAN sometimes ‘‘ throws herself 

at a man’s head,’”’ but a man generally 

throws himself at a woman’s feet. 


Both. 


Sminks.—* Did you come by road or 
rail? ’’ 
Jokle.—" Both; I rode by rail.”’ 


Slavey’s son—navy’s son—son of a bloomin’ Nob— 
Son of a Deptford labourer—they’ll all of ’em fight or die! 
Each of ’em wanting a chunk o’ “hard” (and who’s to accom- 
plish the job ?) ; 
Do the royal for England’s sake, and Buy! buy! buy! 


2,000 strong—now engaged in the South African Campaign with a There are mariners by hundreds, far too loyal for to grow]- 


supply of tobacco and pipes.— Vide Daily Papers. 


WHEN you've smoked your big Havannah or your ‘“ whackin’ 
white cheroot,”’ 

When you've finished puffing spirals from your mouth, 

Will you kindly give a trifle so that Jack may follow suit 

While he’s helping Tommy Atkins in the South ? 

He’s an unsophisticated cuss—bhis swear-words are not few, 

But Africa must take him as she gets him. 

He is showing Mr. Kruger that his uniform is blue— 

And it’s only want o’ baccy that upsets him! 


There are cutties in the foc’sle, juicy cutties made o’ clay, 
And there’s hundredweights 0’ baccy in the hold, 

But it’s all aboard his ironclad, and Jack’s ashore to-day 
In the country of the diamonds and the gold. 

Th, 


Navy's son—slavey’s son—son of a splendid fame— 
(Twenty hundred British Tars will know the reason why !), 
Zach of ’em wanting achunk o’ *‘ hard” (and who’s to provide the 
same ?) 
Do the royal for England's sake, and Buy! buy! buy ! 


hy? 
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And they’ll send the coward Dutchman to the deuce 
If, when pleading for an armistice, he’s caught upon the prowl 
In the act of firing on the flag of truce! 
He’s an unsophisticated cuss, but hearing Tommy’s voice, 
He rallies round and aids him and abets him, 
But he’s longing for some baccy— it’s achunk o’ “ hard” for choice-- 
So we'll remedy the trouble that upsets him! 
Navy’s job—slavey’s job—parson, editor, “ beak "— 
Parliament, pub., or bauble shop—there’s someone to supply ! 
Each of ’em wanting a chunk o’ “ hard’ (and where's the money 


Do the royal for England’s sake, and Buy! buy! buy! 

Let us manage so as later we can grip him by the hand, 
While we tell him he’s a Briton and a brick, 

And he answers that the baccy sent him on the golden strand 
Helped him knock Oom Paul's battalions simply sick ! 

He’s an unsophisticated cuss, but in the stress and storm, 
He mustn't think his native land forgets him, 

So while he fights for England in Victoria’s uniform 

ae tek Giutedah aanestes ae be. sexy vow they're _ us remedy the tr able that upsets him! 
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POET, PESSIMIST, AND “ PER CONTRA.” 


(‘Lay apart all superfluity of naughtiness.’—Epistie or 
Sr. JAMES. ] 


You fancy, friends, that for my song 
I’ve chosen a stupid title ; 

But, ere you call my prescience wrong, 
Pray hear my meek recital. 

An apostrophe and ciphers two— 
There’s many a headline better : 

But, brethren, that is just how you 
Will headline many a letter, 

Which, on and after New Year’s Day, 
You write. For Time's career 

Bids mortal eyes once more survey 
A ’Naughty-naughty year ! 





What great reforms have grown apace, 
What knowledge-lamps been litten, 

Since last, in year of Christian grace, 
Two final naughts were written. 

How grandly down the “ grooves of change ”’ 
The world has spun progressive ! 

How listless life would seem—how strange, 
How languid, lorn, oppressive — . 

If, cantripped back beyond our births, 
We'd got our paths to steer, 

4 (We modern mortals) through the Earth’s 

| Last ’Naughty, naughty year ! 





If eighteen-hundred you’ll compare 
With nineteen-hundred briefly, 

These thoughts of mine you’re bound to share: 
But that is not why chiefly 

This song is sung by MINsTREL “‘ Fun”’! 
I want to harp you bravely 

How, when I sprung these views on one 
Sir Pessimist, he gravely 

Pooh-poohed them, saying : ‘‘ Naught can thrive 
On earth save Sin’s career— 

We, in that sense alone, arrive 
At a NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY year!” 





And, while in speechless awe I gasped, 
His horrors-book he fetched me : 

A century’s crimes therein were clasped, 
And their details he sketched me. 

He cried, ‘‘ When you of progress crow, 
You show your indiscretion. 

Terrestrial things per contra go— 
Advance is retrogression ! 

You boast of heavenward aims and flights; 
3ut Satan’s legions drear 

Possess sole rights to claim delights 
From your ’Naughty-naughty year! ”’ 

Sir Pessimist, with long-drawn list 
Of sins, would sure have floored me, 

Had not his theory’s pith and gist 
To confidence restored me. 

And in his teeth I proved not slow 
To fling his axiom, saying: 

‘“‘ Terrestrial things per contra go, 
So your lugubrious braying 

Lacks power and scope to make me mope— 
Nay, more, it shows me clear 

That we should hail with heartfelt hope 
Our ’Naughty-naughty year! 


“‘ Terrestrial things per contra go! 
The trite remark’s an omen 

That Satan’s hideous hosts shall know 
More staunch and fearless foemen. 

Change, change for optimisms bright 
The dim dull doubts that sadden 

Your soul to-night! Our races fight 

Against the fiend Abaddon 
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; Imperial Sympathy. 


THROUGHOUT our long eventful history, 

Such widespread feeling never has prevailed 
As now; such ardent, loving sympathy 

For warfare’s suffering victims sore bewailed 





| 

| Reservists, call’d, have proudly joined their flag ; 
Many will fall for wide Imperial fame ; 

To aid bereft ones, now we must not lag: 
Widows and orphans have the strongest claim. 


A sentiment of fellowship and pride, 
Most keenly manifest, indeed is seen, 

A perfect bond of friendship firmly tied, 
Holds the people and Forces of our Queen, 


Vith fearless dash, devotion true, sublime, 
Our soldiers stormed the Heights around Glencoe, 
Gaining our gratitude throughout all time: 


If some reverse at times our heroes meet, 
This will their hearts with ardour fresh inspire: 


| 
| As man to man, they’re worthy any foe. 
| 
| 
i 
| 





Our matthless Army, and unrival'd Fleet, 
Are Britain’s bulwark 'gainst all menace dire. 


J. H., OaKLey. 


The Seven C’s. 


‘We have it now on undeniable authority that whenever 
President Kruger was prepared to concede reform to avert war he 
was led away by some speech or letter of some prominent politician 
to believe that, in the words of Sir H. Campbell Bannerman, “ No 
causes existed which would justify war,” etc.—Extract from the 
letter of J. Wanklyn, M.P. (Standard, 16th November). | 


Rupyarp Krecixo's fine poems most people admire ; 
And his book, “ Seven Seas,” does its high aim fulfil, 
It pulsates with strange force, picturesqueness, and fire, 
And the ring of its patriotism makes the heart thrill, 


But these new Seven C’s let us equally mark, 
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MORE COMMANDEERING. 


Sykes.“ Wot d’ yer si, ‘ighway robbery wiv wiolence? Garn, I’m only com- 
mandeering yer waluables. Hain't I given yer a bloomin’ receipt for them ?”’ 


Deserted! ! 
KRUGER (soliloguises) :— 
AH, me! this is a bitter blow ; 
I did not think, as Leyds must know, 
That I should ever have to go 
In tatters such as these! 
My scheme no mortal can assail. 
My friends said, ‘* Paul, you cannot fail!”’ 
Said I: ‘‘Then, shall I pull his tail? ” 
And they said: “If you please!”’ 


rr} ; 
LT | 


I, therefore, took that tail in hand— 
Thought I, this sport is really grand— 
I wonder (now I understand) 
I live to tell the tale! 
With awful roars and bristling mane, 
That Lion turned, and it was vain 
My strange behaviour to explain— 
So, turning rather pale, 
I hailed my friends to lend their aid, 
And join me in the game I played, 
But really I am much afraid 


They did not hear my hail 











FRANCE :— 


Poor soul, I heard your-bitter cry 
To help you—I’d have had a try— 
But, really, at the present, I 
Have other work in hand. 
My Exhibition’s nearly due, 
And Revolutions loom in view, 
And—well—er—strictly entre nous— 
Of course, you understand — 
I’m quite at Russia’s beck and call, 
And Russia’s heart is hard and small— 
Alone I couldn’t try the fall ' 
We rather rashly planned. 
Though sympathising with you much, 
I must avoid the Lion’s clutch— 
My power at the present’s such 
It’s better in repose. 
Internal foes are on my mind, 
My future, like my past, I find 
Is shaky—so I should be blind 
To make external foes. 
But you fight on for all your worth, 
And knock the Lion off the earth, 
I hate the day that gave him birth, 
I’ll bless the day he goes. 
But anyway at home I'll stay 
Until the Lion goes. 





Russia :— 
H’m— yes—of course — well — how-de- | 
do— 
You called me? Well, Sir, who are you | 
That I should run to see you through 
The muddle you are in? 
I promised? No—I merely said 
I’d help you paint all Afric’ red 
If I had time, and in my stead 
The Germans would begin. 
Besides, as you must surely see, 
You’ve greatly disappointed me ; 
A fight or two, or even three, 
You said that you could win! 
Sut now I find this war, Sir, drags 
Its weary way—and halts and lags, 
The Lion’s fresh and you're in rags, 
And nothing has been done. 
You said you’d sweep him to the sea 
You bragged and blustered far too free, 
You’d make him run, but really he 
Declines to take a run. 
I’ll help—if Germany begin, 
Alone you will not drag me in; 
A solo game is far too thin, 
I do not see the fun, 
Besides, my man, I hear Japan, 
Has gone and bought a gun! 


ee ke 


GERMANY :— 
Come, come, Paul, I have much to do— 
I cannot waste my time on you— 
A little telegram or two 
Is all that I can spare— 
You counted on me? How unwise! 
I thrust no fist in little pies— 
No, no, my friend, so cease those sighs, 
And speak the Lion fair. 
You think that I could serve your ends, 
You think that way my duty tends, 
But heand I are bosom friends, 
As all the world’s aware. 
No, Sir, he makes a great mistake 
Who dares the Lion to awake, 
And on the bed you’ve chanced to make 
I fear you'll have to sleep. 
My country’s good my only aim, 
My service no one else can claim ; 
To fight for fighting’s sake, or fame, 
Would make my Empire weep. 
3lood — kinsmen — yes — of course —I 











know— 
But cautiously I like to go— 
For Paul, remember, as you sow 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 172.) 
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Tue process of: “killing Kruger with your 
mouth” proceeds apace! The dainty, if quaint, 
Mrs. Brown-Potter (at the suggestive locale of 
the Empire) is the latest mouthpiece of the 
latest bit of cock-a-whoop “ patriotism.” I 
suppose these things must be taken with some 
sympathy, as voicing the spirit of the times, 
and with philosophy, as one of the necessary 
evils of war, but I can’t help feeling low down 
in my proudly British heart that the blatant 

—— boastfulness of Mr. Hamilton’s lines are not 

only theatrical, but are somewhat damaging 

to the dignity of a brave nation. They are also likely to suggest 
the excitement of surprise—as though we hadn’t quite expected 
our army and navy to do so well! Another false note is struck, in 
my opinion. Mrs. Brown-Potter appears wearing the red rose of 
England only—not a trace of the thistle or shamrock appears about 
her person, no leek graces either of the enormous bouquetsin evidence 
at the conclusion of the recitation. The first words—too, spoken 
by the lady with a happy gesture of pride which I fully appreciate— 


{e- 








For ENGLAND. 


are “‘ For England!"’ Whereupon countrymen of the Talana Hill 
Fusiliers and ill-starred boys of Nicholson's Nek (as brave in 
defeat as in the field) and compatriots of the Elands Laagte 
Gordons hid their abashed heads and asked themselves why they 
should have been charged full prices if they were thus compelled to 
occupy back seats! Of the success of the “ turn” there could be 
no doubt, and the management well deserved it, giving it a stirring 
etting of well-graced Highlanders, “‘ boys" in kharki, ar b] 
ackets. and concluding with “‘ God Sa\ 

had t id and 

the calls we made for everybody 











Mr. Albert Chevalier’s recitals at Queen’s Hall every afternoon 
are decidedly as fresh as when he first astonished the public with 
his marvellous versatility. We have heard him in many representa- 
tions, each having its own individuality, and we think we prefer 
“Wot Cher!” “’E can’t take a Roise out of Oi,” ‘‘A Fallen Star,”’ 
“Our Bazaar,” ‘‘ My Old Dutch,” and “The Coster’s Courtship.” 
The pleasant intervention of the Chamounix Orchestra and Mr. 
Alfred H. West, who also plays Mr. Chevalier’s accompaniments, 
makes up a very agreeable afternoon performance. 


The Queen’s Hall Wagner Concerts, every Monday evening 
at 8-30, are attracting large audiences, so expressive and excellent is 
the work respectively of the artistes, Miss Blauvelt, Miss Kirkby 
Lunn, Madame Lucille Hill Mr. Andrew Black, Mr. Philip Brozel, 
and Mr. Louis Frolich. 


In consequence of the enthusiastic reception and popularity of 
Miss Kate Tyndall’s recital of Rudyard Kipling’s Poem, ‘ The 
Absent-Minded Beggar,” the directors of the Oxford and Tivoli 
have arranged with that lady to continue her exclusive engagement 
for a further period. The sale of the poem and voluntary contribu- 
tions to the fund for our Reservists’ wives and children nightly 
increasesg 


[t will stir many chords of memory to learn that Miss Florence 
Nightingale took six seats for the first performance of The Absent- 
Minded Beggar, the new play at the Princess’s, the proceeds from 
which are given to the fund for the widows and orphans of the war. 
Messrs. Laing and Sons, the well-known florists of Forest Hill, 
gratuitously and generously decorated the Theatre from floor to 
ceiling. 

The N.C.O. of the ist Life Guards, shortly proceeding to the 
front, were entertained at the Alhambra. 


The Pall Mall Gazette has been poking fun at stamp-collectors, 
and strives to brand this beautiful and instructive hobby as an 
indication of insanity in those individuals who sport same. Such 
an indictment was sure to evoke the indignation of the principal 
philatelists, and, 4 owtrance, comes the editor of Bric-d-Brac, whose 
counterblast blows every one of the Pall Mall Gazette’s disparage- 
ments pell mell to the winds, and winds up the campaign with an 
invitation to 7, Catherine Street, Strand, where he keeps the 
museum containing more than 70,000 philatelic forgeries. You 
cannot palm off spurious specimens on J. W. Palmer. The Decem- 
ber issue of Bric-d-Brac is interesting in this respect. 


The winter issue of ‘‘ The South Coast Quarterly of Travel and 
Topography,” a periodical edited by Percy Lindley, is published. 
The latter contains excellent photographs of Tunbridge Wells, 
Portsmouth Harbour, Brighton (accompanied with several agree- 
able and gossipy paragraphs by Joseph Hatton), Arundel and its 
environs, and Hastings. 
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Arcades Ambo. 


Or the Cape Premier’s methods, ways, 
Lord Coleridge speaking—has let fall 
That Schriener was, in one terse phrase, 

The greatest patriot of all! 
Here note, that tricked by some sly elf 
Lord Coleridge quite forgot—himself! . 


A Bad Lot. 
Boarder.—‘ If you give us much more mutton, ma’am, we shall 
all turn into sheep.” 
Boarding-house Keeper.—‘‘ You are, and a ‘ black’ one!” 








—————e 








Odds and Ends. 


I pon’t think George Washington could have been an angler, for 
he ‘‘ never told a lie.” 


THE collection bag hides a multitude of meannesses. 


Tue flirt may think she is gathering honey, but she generally 
gets stung at last. 

More grief is often shown when the will is read than at the 
funeral, 

Flattery is a thing that should be administered in small doses, 
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“Dutch Courage ’”—“‘In Bond”; or, The 
Cloak of Righteousness and The Cape of 
Good Hope. 


A COMEDY IN TWO QUAKES AND A TREMBLE. 
DRAMATIS PERSON” :— 


Mr. Schreiner ...... -++- A Whole-souled Patriot. 
Mr. Hofmeyr .......... A  Self-constituted Arbitrator 
of the Hague Variety. 


Bs OE. cbeivccecaces A Little Minister of (Good) 
Works. 
Mr. Moltena ..........0.. An ‘‘ Absent-minded Beggar.” 
Dutch School. 
AND 


Mr. Van der Dubbelface.. A Typical Afrikander. 
ScENE: A Dutch Interior. 
(Curtain rises and discovers a discussion in full swing.) 


Moitena.—‘‘ Yes, sir, Milner told me distinctly that he meant to 
smash us up.” 
Dubbelface.—‘‘ Then all I can say is Milner’s a——”’ 


Schreiner.— Hush, for Heaven’s sake. Never mind Milner now. 
We might do worse than Milner, much worse. Have you seen 
Buller ? ”’ 

Hofmeyr (significantly).—“ I have!” 

Schreiner.—‘‘ Ah! you noticed. There’s a look about Buller I 
pike like at all. Makes me feel creepy all over. It’s a nasty 
look.”’ 


Sauer.—' It is—it is,” 

Moltena.—‘‘ Buller looks to me like a man who means to have his 
own way, and get’s it; and means to go his own way, and get’s 
there.” 

Hofmeyr.— Buller’s face, gentlemen, is the sort of face that 
almost persuades a man to be an Imperialist.”’ 

Sauer.—* Then look at Lord Methuen. You know the awful 
orders he has given his officers ? ” 

Moltena.—** No—what orders——” (trembles violently). 

Sauer.—‘ They are to be disguised as privates.” 

Molenta (visibly relieved).—‘* Well, what’s the odds if they are ? ” 

Hofmeyr.—* My dear Moltena, the odds are ten to one against. 
Don’t you see, if our friends across the Border can’t tell a private 
from an officer, how on earth can they pick off—the—er—you see 
the point?” 

Schreiner.— I call it a disgrace to the Queen’s uniform, that’s 
what I call it. Then those lyddite shells, I don’t think they’re 
fair, I don’t indeed.”’ 

Sauer.—‘ Then I’ve been noticing the troops they keep bringing 
in. There doesn’t seem much Majuba about them, you know. And, 
taking one thing with another, I really think it’s time we made a 
demonstration of loyalty.” 

Moitena.—“* You would suggest—— 

Sauer.—* Well, I thought, perhaps, only a thought you know, I 
give the idea for what it is worth, nothing more, but I thought 
that if Hofmeyr, say, were to volunteer for active service——”’ 

Hofmeyr.— Sir, do you imagine that I-—— ?”’ 

Sauer.—‘ Oh, not too active, of course-—join the ‘lines of com- 
munication,’ you know, or something of that sort.” 

Hofmeyr.—* And do you suppose for one moment that I am 
going to slay my brother Boer, at my time of life?” 

Sauer.—* My dear fellow, of course not, of course not. But I 
understand that our brother Boer does not desire it, indeed I am 
told he positively objects to it. At the critical moment a white 
flag is, I believe, generally forthcoming.” 

Hofmeyr.— And do you think that I have the remotest intention 
of allowing my brother Boer to slay me? I know that white flag 
trick, I’ve seen my brother Boer drilling—and I——” 

Schreiner.— Yes, we’re on the horns of a dilemma. We cannot 
be too cautious. But I’ve been reading a work called ‘ Pickwick,’ and 
the hero gives really excellent advice to persons placed in our sad 
position.” 

Sauer.—*Good. What is the advice?” : 

hd pauealamal ‘Always shout with the crowd!’ said Mr. Pick- 
wick.” 

Hofmeyr. But suppose there are two crowds 

Schreiner.—“‘Then,’ said Mr. Pickwick, 
largest.’ ”’ 

Sauer.— Yes, that’s all right, of course. But it is Schreiner’s 
fault that we are suspected—and Schreiner ought to get us out.” 

Schreiner.—‘* I got Oh. I like that!” 
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Schreiner.— Well, you see, I was awkwardly placed. I thought 
at the time that strict neutrality was the card to play. I did 
indeed. Besides, I thought it was better that my brother Boer 
should invade Natal firs:—and—anything for a quiet life." 

Hofmeyr.— Yes, yes, I know. You wanted toserve two masters. 
Well, you did it for the best, but it’s no go.” 

Schreiner.—‘ It’s that beast of a Rhodes that’s at the bottom 
re Soong and to think that at one time I held out the Olive branch 

o him.” 

Sauer.—* And he wasn’t taking any?” 

Schreiner.—‘‘ No. Oh, if I only had him here.” 

Hofmeyr.— My dear fellow, what are you talking about—what 
an awful idea—here—good gracious! Thank Heaven he is safe in 
Kimberley.” 

Moltena.—‘‘ Hear ! hear!”’ 

Schreiner.—‘ Well, perhaps your right, but that man is the 
plague of my life. After the Raid I made sure it was all up with him 
—but, upon my word, I believe after this little scrap up we shan't 
be able to stand against him anywhere.” 

Hofmeyr.— I don’t know. He is very unpopular in England— 
very. Dr. Clark sends me an evening paper every now and then, 
which, he says, represents the best side of public opinion in Eng- 
land, and the paper in question is very severe on Rhodes, very 
severe indeed. 





Sauer.— Ah, if all Englishmen were like Dr. Clark ry 

Moltena.—*‘ There'd be a dashed sight more room for other people 
in this world of ours.”’ 

Schreiner.—‘‘ You mean of theirs?” 

Hofmeyr.—* You are right, Schreiner! It is theirs. Talk of 
ne the map red and that sort of thing. Why it’s nearly all 
red. 


Schreiner.—'‘ Well, anyway, I fancy Rhodes is not quite so un- 
popular as you think. You know what Clark and his friends said 
about this war—that it couldn’t be, and mustn’t be, and wouldn't 
be, and all that—and here it is—and where are we?—that’s what I 
want to know. 

Moltena.—‘*‘ How about Stead ?—he’s working for us—he’s a man 
of weight, I believe.”’ 

Sauer.—“ I don’t know. I met a young Englishman the other 
day, and I mentioned Stead's name, and he laughed. No, I fancy 
we were deceived as to the influence our friends in England 
have at their disposal.”’ 

Schreiner.—‘‘ Oh, it’s no use looking for help from England, or 
from anywhere else for the matter of that. We must depend upon 
ourselves.” 

Dubbelface.—* But how?” 

Sauer. —‘‘ We must do something. Demonstrate.” 

Hofmeyr.—‘ In favour of Kruger?” 

Sauer.— In favour of your grandmother! No, sir, in favour of 
ourselves. We must be patriotic. I have been learning ‘ Soldiers 
of the Queen,’ it has a soothing effect I find upon the mob, 
especially when it looks a bit threatening.” 

Hofmeyr.—“ Yes. I don’t like the look of the mob at all.” 

Schreiner.—‘‘ No more do I! no more do I.” 

Sauer.—“ Well, what I say is this. We must do something. 
Subscribe to the Lord Mayor’s Fund—or what not—or we're done 
for.”’ 

Hofmeyr.—‘ I have it. We'll give a music-hall entertainment. I 
have read that that is how the English people show their 
patriotism.” 

Schreiner.—‘‘ Good.” 

Hofmeyr.— And Schreiner shall come on dressed as Britannia, 
and recite the ‘ Absent-minded Beggar,’ ” 

Sauer.— Excellent—but—what is the ‘ Absent-minded ’-———” 

Hofmeyr.—“ It’s a poem, I believe, by Shakespeare, and it is the 
British National Recitation.” ; 

Schreiner.— But how do you think I should look as Britannia ?’”’ 

Hofmeyr. —“‘ Splendid. We shall all stand when you've finished, 
and we'll have the Jew’s harp band from Johannesburg, and we'll 
all sing ‘God Save the Queen,’ and then we'll devote the proceeds 
to giving Mr. Joseph Chamberlain a present.”’ 

Schreiner.—“ And then?” 

Hofmeyr.—“ And then we'll all lie low, and wait for better times.” 

All.—“ Bravo!” 

(General congratulations.) 
(CuRTAIN,] 











Tus Kimberley cooking pot, made at Potedam, was filled with a 
shell and shattered by the Boers, who will ultimately have to go to 
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| “On Things in General.” 
| By Mr. “ Fun’s’”’ WASHERWOMAN. 

I THINK it is very likely that by the 
time you reads these lines a big battle 
will ’ave been fought, an’, if we ain’t the 
victors, I’ll dine off a flat-iron, or go 
without any dinner. I’m glad to see 
that our brave Tommies won’t want for 
a good ‘tuck in” at Christmas, in- 
cluding "Er Majesty’s present of choco- 
late, as Tommy ’as as good a stomach 
for eatin’ as ’e ’as for fightin’, an’ that’s 
sayin’ a lot. 

All the nation will sympathise with 
Lord Salisbury in the great loss ’e ’as 
sustained by the death of’is dear wife. 
She was more than an ordinary wife to 
‘im, bein’ so clever; like many another 
great man, ’e owes a lot to ’is wife. 

Ludgate Hill Station is now lighted 
with the electricky light, an’ its about 
time ! People can now see to get in an’ 

a-light from the trains. 

The Kaiser ’as arrived, an’,accordin’ toall 
accounts, ’e’sas “ jolly as a sand boy,”’ full 
of good humour, an’, so far as I can make 
out, ready to kiss anyone—’e’d kiss me, 
I beleave, only I woudn’t allow it; I 
don’t ’old with wholesale kissin’, I think 
it ought to be a retail sort of bizness. 
That the Windsor streets shoud be deko- 
rated with the German, American, 
Italian, an’ British emblems in kombina- 
shun, shows wich way the wind blows. 

By-the-bye, the steam plough 
that ’as been invented for cuttin’ 
trenches seems to be a grand suckcess ; 
it cuts a trench 4ft. deep, throwin’ the 
earth aside. Some of these ploughs are 
goin’ to be sent out to Africa as soon as 
pesserbel, an’, unless I’m mistaken, 
they will, so to say, dig the grave of 
many a Boer; we have literally ‘‘ put 
our hand to the plough,” an’ don’t mean 
to turn back. 

The Australians are goin’ to send a 
team to Bisley next year. I ’xpect there 
will be some ‘shooting stars’’ among 
‘em, so we shall ’ave to look to our 
laurels; though Mother England ain’t 
jellus of ’er children, she’s proud of ’em, 
an’ likes to see em do well in whatever 
they undertake. 

Lord Curzon is winnin’ golden opinyuns 
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to relieve the sufferin’ people. ’E ’asn’t 
proved a curse on ’em, but a great blessin’ 


—— 


Bill Cracker.—‘‘1 tell yer, matey, when I reads abart the goings-hon o' them there 


Boers, it mikes me wish [ wuz in the Transvaal servin’ me Queen an’ Country tigg co om. ; 
| | , eueen | ountry: , Accordin to the French Press, now 
Jack.—*‘* Wal, it 'ud be a nice change for ver from servin’ ’er at ‘Olloway, wouldn't we're at war with the Boers, ‘‘ England 
it, Bill?” ‘ isat France’s mercy ” (!) Merci, Mounseer 
Froggy, but I think not! 
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CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVEBRY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





i - i SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
' ” - GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

TAN GLOSS, or 

BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to” wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them 
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